and flowers candied. He will find that Ruby Foo's, on Broadway,
has soup made from the spittle of tubercular birds, and other equally
imaginative, deliriously cooked foods, characteristic of the lesser-
known Chinese cuisine. He will find German restaurants where
initials are gouged into scrubbed wooden table-tops, and frankfurters
and beer are served in real old-country fashion. At Luchow's, with
frescoes of The Ring, the food is as fine as any in pre-war Germany,
and goose-fat is served instead of butter. In Swedish restaurants he
will find arrays of smorgasbord extensive enough to hide a billiard-
table. He may eat Indian curries with a still-life of Buddha and
pear-shaped musical instruments in front of him; or sit in an old
pew eating mutton chops and Stilton cheese at the Chop House on
Cedar Street, with sawdust on the floor and violins decorating the
walls. Most of the English restaurants are of the "Olde Worlde"
variety. Almost every nation is represented with its native atmosphere
and specialities.
A number of the American restaurants have a "group" atmosphere.
Bleek's is a hang-out for the reporters from the Herald-Tribune;
while Julius', in Greenwich Village, is frequented at cocktail hour
by the intellectuals from the Partisan Review and Politics magazine.
The Cordon Bleu only serves lunch, and is not merely a restaurant
but a cook-school as well. The customers are allowed to cook, eat,
and then pay for their own lunch.
The New Yorker has little taste for wine; hardly surprising,
perhaps, since few wines taste well in his city. But he loves to drink
for the effects of drink. It is curious that no theatre possesses its
own bar except for soft drinks, and during the few minutes of the
intervals obscure taverns down the street enjoy a brief, but inflated,
popularity. Of the countless, oddly named brands of liquor that he
buys, few are good. The best beer is difficult to select from so many
rival brands. The cocktail served before dinner is strong enough to
carry him through the ice-water age to the haven of the whisky and
soda afterwards. Serious drinking is reserved, in full earnest, for the
week-ends. Each Saturday evening brings a run on the wine and
spirit stores. No liquor is sold on a Sunday morning, even in an
hotel, and when the bars are opened at 1 p.m., queues have already
formed of victims of hangovers who wish to pile Pelion on Ossa.
For those who are more obsessed with their drinking, femes will
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